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to seeking a brief experience of active service with
foreign troops.

A Spanish army was conspicuously failing at the
moment to absorb the lessons at guerrilla warfare from
the conscientious hands of Cuban patriots ; and as one
of his father's oldest friends was ambassador at
Madrid, affairs were easily arranged. Sailing for
New York, he saw his mother's native shore in
November, 1895., and hurried on to Havana, Pres-
ently the blue waters of the Caribbean gave way to
the rocky hills of Cuba; the Morro frowned across
the harbour ; and he went ashore to unlimited cigars,
oranges, and official courtesies. En route for the
front, he entered his first armoured train and arrived
at headquarters. A veteran of Spain's interminable,
and frequently unsatisfactory, wars against Moors,
Mexicans, and other Spaniards received him with
distinction and consigned him to a flying column,
which was understood to be in contact with the
enemy. He duly reached it and was initiated in the
merits of a rum cocktail (known to later amateurs of
such things as a Bacardi) and in the high value, for
military and administrative purposes, of the siesta.
(That lesson stayed with him for life, and he has
testified that ** when I was at the Admiralty in the
War, I found I could add nearly two hours to my
working effort by going to bed for an hour after
luncheon/') The war, so far as he could sec, con*
sisted of interminable marches through impenetrable
jungle to uncertain destinations, punctuated by stray
rifle shots from an elusive enemy. By a happy
augury he heard them for the first time 00 his
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